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O THE PERFECT DAY
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Love, Humor, Mystery and Adventure in the Wild West

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.

MISS GERTRUDE LUCRETIA WHEELER—Courted by numerous your CHARLIE SIMPSON, “Spud's” chum, who Is handy when some kinds of jobs
frontiersmen, but showing 2 preference for one, are to be done,
MR. TUBS WHEELER, her father; a prosperous land owner and perfectls JOE HASKELL, “plamb full of ginger and a good looker," standing high in
willing to add to his worldly possessions. e l;glerr:TM:‘. '::"ttgl:ﬂ HRIMP" W
] y A n.\' 1! ] Wy ‘Y '] o . t i " WL
“SPUD™ WALLIS, who is deeply interested n Gertie and hut some ab e prising bul none conscientious SR ANGENr ena TR AR Bt
characteristics most in favor with her father, BILL PANKY, whose alias .'.- WA Jim Mendricks
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F :I : it. TUBS WHEELER sat on under. A sound of clinllog steel ome v matter of years U th !
’ ; : | : atte Ve l ¢ river gnaws  muybe—through my ol dge—
W | :’::r:had;h‘::n';l:::or““::: thraugh the heated g the bank away? No, alr-ce! The there's another lll::h:: th"lvh;i l"‘ul.a‘rh—d-
(“ } .r-rh.ed on wide rlu;; TG Done Ann Diteli'll go through the Bill  count ‘em—{four!” ’
ik o e “l SUPPOSE when that  pood back of my house, and the good roud “Jo-ve, Mr. Wheeler, you suhtenly

| d separating and overlooking two great Foud ool LAl Lok 3 L \
: \'nl;li')‘!. :Frnm the west a mile of »i.mli 1{".,. f I"':II"";‘.\ |1|‘:nl'|--11h: ::::1 RTINT:"’;: l"““\ hllnli‘l_'-”‘l'thi ‘:!'h“ri. ks ‘:-‘“"""d-'\!l-" PSS RENVIN, | g
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¢ i g::dtnprll\-:!r. t:r:: :‘:23“;,|:\I:|;:;:d11::::lema o 'I"I-;-n.' sakil the young man  Wheeler o good big price for a right :lph”-ﬂ:.":m;:r‘v:oIll'::t:et:;:\;n :\':::“':.

- : = fisUonaERIely of way. “Muybe the od I hiay ; ; 3
j ward, at right angles, and EIRAS Y Wheeler chuckled “IPa you think 1o move, llm.).':r)ll'lt_‘ nlr::(l-l_l Ii\n.l.l ‘;.'!:::; LT::IW%‘N::I!I:a‘l:l“tlln:’“mrﬁ" e

: - | awerved to the southeast, leaving be- (ney'll bl that  good road down  Me. Big Old He-Diteh comes here, Mr fositassin. | SESHIEH Shea

2 ' nhind it n perpendicular Bank thirly  there, where there's no room, andonly  Diteh Il muke a blg ¢ o ol L

feet high and half a mile long. - ¥ cut—aor o tunnel, Eost something, I gusss—sasee ‘“vin
- v It was some eighty yards from My,
Whesler's feet to the precipice, and In
tRose scanty yards a single track rail-
road, the wagon-road and the blg
Dona Ana Mother-Diteh crowded, tol-
Jowing the river's curve.

Far down the narrow highroad a
shod heof rang on a stone. A siring
of horses awung jauntily into sight. A
tall horsemun loled eanily in his sad-
A ‘,d{e.

] “Humph! That foul, Spud Wallis!*
Wheeler sniffed.

\ The fool, Spud Wallls, drew rein
pefore the store. He was a tall, ruw
- boned, broad-shonldered man with a
% pervy-brown face and twinkiing biue
eyes,

| ; WKnow where the Tomble-T wagon
iaT" naked Spud

"Lart this  morning for Point
! o Rockns,!” sald Mr, Wheelor abortiy.
W Mr. Wallis rolie] his eye ot the
s pun “] pan_terwapin along ‘up there
b this ovenin’ After dinner,” he ndded
pointedly

Mr. Tubs  Wheeles spoke ancous
ingely “Now vOUNE  man,  You  Just
. natehelly moesey right along oul of
thist"

“Why Mis-ter Whe
timer llke voit, and
mesl’s viot

nals bBe blowed!™  mahld

{ c “Meals viotn
r Wheeler wriathfully 1 aln't going to

have vou imeking ap to my rirl.”
“Oh-W! I swe.ce! Gortle?" ' snid
Spuad Me lookod up, frank-eyid
H8ay, that's o cood Rled 'l go s
i her right awas now!
w ) Are. Tubie Wheeler toweped  Hintod
E WLook hore, Spud—1 win’t got anything
apainat you, ar a man, but o fellow
that wants n w hug gol o rlght to
goet sonie stufly togeth frut.”
. “Well," drawled wrd  refectively
b “what's the matter witi my it
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buneh of cows?

"That's just it Yy dlon’t know
U nawthin' but eows and cows I8 RIX,
: ) nadn That day's ovid Summerford
1" Joe Haskell, Herron—they got farms
for themselves ready for the i ditch.
Ly Look at Joe Huskell, now. He's got
} L a8 fine n ploge of land as there 1§ In
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the bend And when there's no work

for him on the farm, ho gor teamin’

! on the dam Theres w forehunded
. -

1 man
3 “Yen, Joo slacks up peetty fair bt

, Joa Hagkell don't figure (o Wy o

b ’ snid Spud “He ilkes some one else

Bl beEtter than he does Gertle ™

: i “Who? demunded M Tubs
f‘ B Wheeler, sharpy
5 %W hy, Just himsaell Mo we'll leave
1y i him out of the question And  Eler
. ron?" Spud snidl conshderingiy
s "H'm-m! Wall, realiy™—
J “Well, what about Herron?  Dand
| *&'m: ever take o drink?’

, ¥ Spud sl from the saddle. “I don't
3 * oare Ir 1 40, he sald.
] “You banshee!" cried Wheeler. His
e scowl ended In a broad grin, “Come
along with you'™
When they peturned to the porch,
Spud Wallis sank Into & chair,
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':: - V A touring car stood in the deep road
& ; hlﬂwun track and ditch, Two men TRE-OUTLAW PRODDED-SILL WWIN A QUN MUZILE. “YOO'LL HAVE LG 3§ THE DITCH! 8IT UP,
= H ware on thely hands nnd knees peering YOU. O/ ‘I'LL BLow YOU TR KINGDOM .COMEP
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